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Sunrise 

Sunrise on a rainy day — 
Black, then blue, then grey. 
Painful bruise, 

start healing — 

soften 


like the colors of the sky. 


Barriers 

The highway department 
built a concrete barrier 

in the middle of the road. 
To keep us safe, they said. 


But what about the deer? 


Why try to solve our problems 
only to forget about 


the needs of others? 


Conformity 


It’s exactly the way 

I would like it to be, 

when I see what I want to see. 
So much is improved 

when we can be 

a little like you, 


but mostly like me. 


Cephalopod 

The fat tabby cat 
curls into a nautilus— 
sleeping and 

resting and 

dreaming about 


nothing in particular. 


Debt 

Owing someone who also owes — 
a debt to repay, a debt to impose. 
How do I set the balances right? 
Debtor, creditor — 


Our roles change every night. 


Dream Job 
Taster of coffee, 
Eater of cakes, 
Buyer of shoes, 
Namer of lakes. 
Warmer of beds, 
Writer of songs, 
Player of games, 


Righter of wrongs. 


Sur La Route 

The stress of the morning commute 
or the lack thereof — 
It all depends on 

that feathery mass 
spread across 

the center of the road 
stretching its wings, 
rising up, 

flying away 

from the scene 


of the crime. 


Lover 
What is this feeling? 
Is this really, truly love? 


How can I be sure? 


What is this feeling? 
There is no greater joy than 


our sweet, blissful lie. 


Mercurial 
Silvery beauty, 
streaking through the blackened sky, 


leaving no traces. 


Measures 

To measure the distance between us, 
I can’t make use of standard units. 
Fields, streams, rivers, clouds — 

the things that stand between us 
give meaning to the natural feelings 


I have for you. 


Ransom Note 

I use words 

written by other people 
to share my love with you. 
Someday, I think, 
someday I will be 


brave enough 


to send a love letter 
in my own hand, 


from my own heart. 


Sont Les Mémes 

Tous les memes 

sont les mémes — 

it’s all the same to me. 
I wish I could 

make you laugh — 


or at least make you agree. 


Prayer Prescription 

I‘ve been praying. 

In a perfect world, I thought, 

I wouldn’t 

have to do all this. 

For me or anyone. 

Everything would already be alright. 
I was scared, 


and I didn’t want to worry, 


but I couldn’t 
do anything else. 
I hoped you would be safe— 


and you were. 


Letter to The Breeze 
Thank you, breeze, 

for reminding me 
things can move and 
things can change and 
thank you, breeze, 

for fading coolly away 
and leaving us 


in stillness. 


Confetti 

Confetti from the trees, 
flat yellow leaves — 

and an old orange sweater 
and a warm pair of socks 


and a comforting hug 


and a gentle tug 
from the wind 
that whispers 


the coming of winter. 


2013 

Chipped nail polish. 

Music festivals and concerts. 
Strawberry tea. 

An old blanket in the tall grass. 
It’s all coming back to me — 
how happy we are 


in my memories. 


Helios 

My cat thinks he’s the sun. 

He warms the sidewalk. 

He climbs the old oak tree 

to get closer to the top of the sky. 
He sleeps through the night, 


but he rises at dawn — 


and I must rise when he does. 
We are bound 


in each other’s orbit. 


Scarlet 

Scarlet bird 

searching for serenity — 
such a strangling cry. 
Strange how swiftly 

She splits the sky. 
Summer solstice arrives — 
the sixth month, 

the sacred sphere, 


the scarlet bird. 


Found 

I find unusual things — 
a piece of bone china 
on the beach. 

A stone shaped like 


a broken crown. 


A pack of mints in 

a flavor they don’t make anymore. 
I must hide these things 

in my pocket, 

not forever, 

but just for today. 

In time, I will decide 


to share my secrets with you. 


Haunted 

This year, 

they turned the old gas station 
into a haunted house. 

It was empty, 

so empty, 

and I could still smell 

the coffee pot 

they kept by the front door. 
One cup, ninety-nine cents — 
at least my memories 


are free. 


Maintenance 

The thing about yard work 
is that we have to do it. 
We have to clean 

and sweep 

and rearrange things 

and blow leaves away. 
We’re trying to keep what we have, 
you tell me. 

We’re trying to protect it. 
And I will protect you, 


because you have protected me. 


Breathing 

One of my friends 

works in a hospital. 

She watches as people 

take their last breaths. 

She makes their last moments 
as calm as she can. 


My other friend watches as mothers 


and fathers and grandparents, 
and aunts and uncles and cousins, 
take deep breaths 

watching a child 

take their first breath. 

The three of us are 

somewhere in the middle of 
taking breaths. 

Each breath is a special prayer 


for those who breathe with us. 


Spring 

Already, I anticipate 

the arrival of spring. 

Each year, the greening of the world 
means something special to me. 
This spring will be more special — 
knowing that green 


is your favorite color, too. 


Hope 

Laughing hard enough 

for the tears to start falling and 
the salt to start stinging my eyes. 
An ocean of laughter 

pouring out of me, 

reminding me of 

better times in the past 

and more hopeful times 


yet to come. 


Intersecting 

We meet at intersections — 

our paths cross 

when we least expect to meet again. 
We find ourselves at the same place, 
on the same corner, 


connected by our mutual surprise. 


Tsundoku 

Bringing myself back 
to the stack of books 
in front of my bed. 
All the words I’ve left 
unread. 

All at once, I forget 
my regret — 


the words have waited for me. 


Cool Morning 
Only a haiku 
on my heart this cool morning — 


I think about you. 


Return 

I’m feeling older, 

but only slightly wiser — 
still, I must be 


in my return to Saturn. 


Earlier today, 

I saw an abandoned building, 

vines creeping along its rough sides, 
fading slowly away, 

returning to Earth. 

At the end of the day, 

we are all connected to the universe, 
to the planets, 

but, mostly, 

to the soft soil and grass of Earth. 

Is it anchored to us, 


or are we anchored to it? 


Awakened 

I could sleep right now — 

or I could stay up, 

thinking about your face 

with my mind wide awake 

and with my heart fluttering 

and with the sudden realization that, 
yes, I’ve always been able to 


dream with my eyes wide open. 


Quiz 

I pose more questions than 

I can answer on my own. 

Let’s try to answer this together: 
What do we both want 

more than anything? 


Let’s hope that our answers are the same. 


Lunch Break 

Lunch break — 

so hungry to write a poem, 
I almost forgot to eat. 

I buy a sandwich, 
chewing, 

chewing on my words, 
trying to assemble 

a recipe for 


a verbal remedy. 


Still Life 

Wasn't it Vallayer-Coster — 
you ask me this, 

as we dip our toes in the water — 
who painted those flowers, 
and the books, 

and the fresh bread? 

And peaches, 

I remind you. 

You shouldn’t forget 

about the fruit and the wine 
and all the sweet things that 


make life worth living. 


Journeys 

My grandmother 

traveled the world — 
Mexico, Egypt, 

even islands 

that don’t appear on a map. 


My grandfather 


preferred to stay 

in their house ona hill, 

a hill that overlooked the river. 
Sometimes, for him, 

traveling from one shore 

to another 


was enough of a journey. 


Wanting 

So much of life 

is about waiting 

to be with someone, 
or waiting 

to be by yourself again — 
so much of this 

is about wanting. 

I only want to enjoy 
the moment I’m in, 
whether I am with you 
or whether I’m left 


on my own again. 


Remembered 

There was a woman 
—awoman who moved 

from Karelia to Savonia — 
who wanted to eat first, 

to work on her mending 

after sunset. 

There was an Amazigh woman 
— a Masmuda woman — 

who knew where the water was, 
where the water is, 

and she shared what she knew. 
Iam the product of 

their dreams, their hopes, 


their knowledge. 


As their descendant 

I try not to think about 

the knowledge that is lost — 
instead, I think about 


all that we have remembered. 


The Field 

Have you known 
the perfume of the 
tobacco barn? 
Have you seen 

the wheat 


burn under the sun? 


Today, I stand 

in the field 

and I, myself, 
have been burned 
and pinched 

and left to 


my own devices. 


But I have also 
been perfumed, 
and watered, 
and I’ve been 
plucked up 


away from the 


sun-burned field. 


I have been salvaged — 


I have rescued myself. 


Out of The Rain 
Returning alone — 
but cradling you 
within my heart. 
I'm damp, but 

I’m drying 


and that’s a good start. 


Watching the ceiling, 
I avoid the TV. 
Rain pelts at the window — 


a different silver screen. 


Inside, I’m dry. 
Nothing’s raining on me. 
Inside, I’m dry. 


Nothing draining from me. 


Clouds 

Clouds float across 

the night sky — 

not feathery, not fluffy, 
just misty and 
impermanent. 

But still 

so very soft — 

like the dream 

you'll remember tonight 


and forget tomorrow morning. 


Fog 
Fog hovers over 
city streets, damp steam kissing 


everyone she meets. 


Oceans 

Writing a poem 

about the oceans in my eyes — 
coming up with beautiful words, 
trying to explain 

the saltwater that stings my corneas. 
I feel like it’s a trite topic, 

I feel like it’s something 

someone else has written about before — 
I feel like it’s something 

you can relate to. 

I keep writing, then, 

to share something 


with you. 


Listen to the ocean waves 
lapping at the shore — 
me and you, 


we could live inside a poem. 
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